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IHK L1KK OF DISRAELI:

l'»H of BciroaafleM. By William
riavelle Mouypcnny and George

£>UCKle. INSW jorn; in« jiai;
aillaD Company.

THIS, the third volume of Disraeli'slife, covers tlie nineteenyears immediately followingthe middle forties. In
a. general view It sketches

two decades of English politics. In
particular terms it portrays the personalityof Disraeli working out

through the channels of English conservatism.This Is the period of the
Crimean war and the Indian mutiny.
3"lie awful mismanagement of the tirst
of these and the more unavoidable
horrors of the second, coupled with
certain economic and industrial
stresses at home, have brought settled
discontent to the country. This, in a

search for relief, demands now a lib-
c-ral and now a conservative punc^ «»*.

the hands of whig and tory, respectively.The volume opens with the overthrowof Peel by his own party, the
landed and agricultural Interests, by
fcason of his repeal of the corn laws
and a practical advocacy of free trade.
It closes with the pending resignation
t>f Lord Derby as the head of the gov-
rrnment and the approaching rise of
Disraeli as prime minister. The events
that lie between are presented. In the
plain, by Disraeli's own letters to his
personal and political friends. This immediatesource of information brings
out many of the inside aims and purposesof the conservative party at
[hat period. It gives, besides, intimate
passing glimpses of any number of celrbratedand interesting figures in Lon-
Bon social and political life. But most
Pf all docs it, as truthfully as it is
commonly given to man to reveal him-
gelf, present Lord Beaconsfield in his
personal qualities, in his private aims
and ambitions and in his public serv-
ice to his party and to England. With
Hie full purpose of revealing Disraeli
in the growth of his remarkable ca-

reer, these biographers.Mr. Mony-
penny, and after his death Mr. Buckle
-have selected from the Beaconsfield!

papers material that is both intimately
personal and broadly representative.
This they have welded into unity by
running lines of supplementary- fact
*nd comment. The life of this brilliant

i<s i rtSkli-
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tics is a notable addition to the warm
iiid living and true history that lies,
»ne may fairly say, in biography
ilonc.

SINISTER STREET. By Compton
Mackenzie, author of "Carnival,"
etc. New York: D. Appleton & Co.

In "Sinister Street" Compton Mackenzieoutdoes himself, as well as his
inodels and masters, in reek of realismand welter of detail. Neither Mr.
fcSennett nor Mr. Wells could, at bis
uttermost, surpass Mr. Mackenzie
here in these particulars. That Englandshould make either an official or
Social blue penciling of this novel
looks much like unnecessary precaution.For long before the average
reader reaches the naughtiness of
''Sinister Street" he will, ten to one,
have thrown the book down in despair.Nothing short of a literary
miner, willing to dig out and paw over
any amount of waste for the single

of cold, would fitav bv the story
to the end. And yet the end does pay,
ttnd pay richly. Young- Michael Fane
.good, sentimental, dreaming Michael
Fane.is the subject of this stipple
ivork in portraiture. Meeting Michael
lirst as he is about to set out for Oxford,the reader goes up in his com-
p&ny. A few chapters of Oxford life,
as it Is here set down, are enough to
?ause the usual story reader to take
leave of the place and the book together.And the patient reader who
remains stands aghast before this new
Oxford, where youth is on the rampage,where bottles instead of books
ire the impedimenta of learning, where
thick fumes of smoking tobacco hide
the multiple sources of a prodigious
:aterwauling of half-baked ideas from
lv-'~ . To »hiq rw_
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ford? Is the august, the venerable, the
;aloed Oxford, after all, but the trick
pf a long-distance imagination? Arc
the great dons of wit and learning but
(igments of the fancy? The reader who
:s not only patient, but long suffering
fclso, follows the subsequent career of
Michael in his sentimental Journey to
the London slums, where he hobnobs
with tne people and is regularly done
put of pence, shillings and pounds, by
their solicitous lives. He even accompanies.Michael in his pursuit of the
girl, gone wrong, whom as a lad of
sixteen he had loved and whom he now
proposes to marry in a spasm of
ue&ven knows what sort of knight
errancy. But he does not do this. And
the lost one sees of Michael he is
pound for Home with some vague no-
.ion of the priesthood fuming in his
prain. The reader will see Michael
Kane again. The author is honor bound
not to leave a likely lad in the lurch
l»f his own besotted rnoonings. And
when he does again appear, Mr. CoinpionMackenzie will already have shed
;orne of his multifariousness, he will
*1ready have shaken himself down,
aavc acquired focus, have made a

1 romnound of what is now

nerely a huge"\iggregation of things.
IIIK WOXDERFiL HOMA^CE. Pierre

de Coulvain, author of "The Heart
of Life" etc. Translated from the
Prench by Alys Hallard. New York:
Dodd. Mead & Co. j

This is the romance of life itself. It
:u the, marvel of inan, the wonder of
the miinan, worked out from infinite
tourcea of time through the slow,
steady, undivertible processes of a

premeditated piau. Pressed in upon
the conaciousnese of this writer is the
conviction tliat every part of the individuallife, its cornmoneet details,
;he most accidental of its appearances,
.ts critical moments, are all.email and
£rca.t alike.in the prearranged patternof that particular life. Just as the
whole gigantic scheme of existence is
set from the beginning. Prom this
rtandpoint of belief, it follows that
-ven the slightest event is charged

A'.nirt" froni/lu wi*lt it*

.' urposo In the life of the individual.
And even the things that arc to be.
oday. tomorrow, and further in the
future.ar« already half seized by
those minds that ure able to apprehendthe consistent whole of which
this or that la a timely and orderly
part. in "The "Wonderful Romance"
i'ierre d>: Coulvuin gathers up, withoutparticular attention to any literaryrules of structure, lier linprcs»ionsand convictions on this predeterminedlife, together with the numberlesshappenings about her that
erve to swell th< current of this belief.A child's confidence animates the
tory, that la ao persoual in its attitude
oat so general in its iucluaiona. It la
nominated by an absorption of lntcrratIn ail the things about the writer,
«3 Jt la also marked by the habit ol
magnifying even the smallest parts of
this life pattern, a strip of which i«
urifoMing before her. AVltli a listening
ear turned future ward, Pierre rie Coulisin writes In fresh simplicity of the
present, with only a casual i\ord now

nn^ then let fail about this future.

toLL-»PiH. By Richard Wtghtmac,
author of "The Things He Wrote to
Her." New York: The Century Company.
Utfe can have but one purpose.the

instruction and refinement of the one
who le alive. This true, life becomes
the soul's continuing adventure
rnrougli shifting scenes end seesons,
t»n adventure to which are incident
s\ery manner of lure, excitement and
thrill. To hate such an adventure or
to drudge through it, either through
misapprehension or sloth, brings uo
snly a foolish ir.l-cry which maltcs a
ttiock of the Joy we ought to know. To
lall tht adventure and dive into it

jjnlfe
with manly eagerness and hope unIcovers to our inquiring: eyes glory
after glory, for those who ask receive,
those who seek find, and to those who
knock the door of life's Great Room
swings free."' This is the key in which
Mr. Wightman has pitched this "chronicleof ideas and ideals." From the
high ground of good courage he takes
hold of one and another of the common.roundabout agencies that stir the
roots of being and open them to sun
and air and rain. Among these quickenersof the soul are our dreams and
our friends, the gifts of the speeding
years, the blessing of work, tho joy of
success, the discipline of defeat, and
the balm of nature. These arc tonic
things, invigorating thoughts that radiatein many lines of suggestion.
THE TRAWLER. By James B. Connolly.author of "The Deep Sea's

Toll," etc. New York: Charles
Scribner'a Sons. Washington: Brcntano's.

"The Trawler" is a Collier prise
story. In

^
the words of one of its

judges, Mr. Roosevelt, it Is "far and
away the best" of those that met in
this contest. Apart from this external
circumstance. however, what the
reader finds here, as he commonly does
find in the Connolly tales, is an amazing:acquaintance, a summer and winterintimacy, with the mystery and
fascination and power of the sea. The
little story Itself tells how Skipper
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THE Corcoran Gallery's Aftli biennialexhibition of cotemporaryAmerican paintings closes

tomorrow afternoon. About half
the pictures included in its catalogue
will be immediately shipped to San
Francisco, to be shown in the Fine
Arts Palace at the Panama-Pacific exposition.Others go to Philadelphia
and will be seen there in the PennsylvaniaAcademy's annual display, while
still others will start out on a circuit
conducted by the American Federation
of Arts and ending at the Museum of
Art in Detroit next May. For ten days
or more the Corcoran Gallery will be
closed to visitors, while the temporaryexhibition is taken down and dispersedand the permanent collection
reassembled and hung. The date of reopeningwill be announced as soon as

it can be positively fixed.
*

* *

THE annual meeting of the board of
trustees of the Cofcoran Gallery of

Art was held at the gallery last
Monday, at which time Mr. Henry
White, former ambassador from the
United States to France, was elected
a member of the board, filling the
vacancy created by the death of BernardR. Green.
At this meeting the board formally

accepted a painting by Max Weyl, offeredto the gallery by Emil Berliner.
This is a large, interesting and characteristiccanvas and is a welcome additionto the Corcoran Gallery's permanentcollection. It represents a vista
through arching trees across open,
sunny fields, and while in spirit reminiscentof the Barbizon school, from
which Mr. Weyl undoubtedly drew inspiration,is also very characteristic of
his work at its best. The tree forms
are well indicated, the composition is
admirably set forth, the coloring is
strong and the effect exceedingly pleasing.While pictorial, this painting is
finely rendered, vigorous, impressive
and to an extent really masterly. It
will be found a very worthy example
of Mr. Weyl's work and a very satisfactoryaddition to the Corcoran Gallery'scollection of American paintings.
Mr. Berliner purchased It eome years
ago from the artist's studio.

*
* *

THE exhibition of arts and crafts,
old and new, held in the parlor of

the Octagon this week under the ausj- |
pices of the Art and Archeology!

'
HEARD AND SEEN 1

By Earl
il:
A woman pushed the button, the car

slowed up and stopped and then the
woman leisurely arose and walked
slowly to the door. She took too much
time to suit the conductor, who said
sharply:
"Step lively, please."
The woman gave one of those would-
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She took too winch time to init the
conductor.

be piercing glances at the man with the
transfers in his hand, and said in her
iciest toner:
"Isn't this a regular stop for this

car."
Whereupon the conductor shot back:
"Yes, ma'am, we stop here, but we

don't anchor here."
Ding! Ding! i

You might expect any girl with the
name of Abigail to be a prim little
miss, something on the puritanic order,
but this particular Abigail ia neither
prim nor Puritan. By descent the la
purest Knickerbocker Dutch, and nevef
yet has found a corner from which she
could not emerge triumphant.
For instance:
She was on a New York city street

car and wanted to get the window
open, as the atmosphere was stifling.
She tugged at the dusty sash u few
seconds and then asked the conductor.

Sorry, inies, but the company's
screwed them windows fast. I can't
open them."
Abbio settled back, apparently willingto accept the company's dictum

and suffocate. However, when the conductorcame around again there was
Abbie sitting by an open window with
the breeze pouring In to the great delightof every one on the car.
That If, all except the conductor. He

didn't care for it. lie said the company
would jack him up for having an open
window on hte car when it had been
screwed up for the season"You'llnave to shut that window,
miss," he eaid.

i^Sn
Hugh Glynn met his dea^n In a tierce
storm, when he was four days off
Gloucester on his way to the fishing
banks. It is the rugged story of a
fisherman's courage under which
broods the certain sense that, sooner
or later, the sea will take toll of him
for the effrontery of matching his
puny wits against its own irresistible
force and matchless cunning. It is, like
all of James Connolly's stories, an adventureof the sea. In these adventures
people of lifelike bearing go *ery
naturally and interestingly about their
seafaring ways, but notwithstanding
this human element, the essential and
(dominating character of the Connolly
stories is the sea itself.
JAPAX TO AMERICA. Edited by NaoichtMnsaoka. New York: G. P.

Putnam's Sons.
With the good intent of bringing

Americans to a better understanding of
the Japanese by way of an enlarged
information, Prof. Naoiclii Masaoka
has gathered into this single volume
about forty papers from leaders of
thought in Japan. In their first meaningthese discussions sum to a messageof friendship for the united
States. With less open but well-nigh
equal emphasis do they set forth the
industrial and economic importance ot
Japan in the family of nations. In interestingand readable detail the separatepapers discuss about every side
of Japanese life from its ancient civilisationto its present astonishingly
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League, proved extraordinarily interestingand reflected great credit upon
Miss Schroeder, who was chiefly re-;
sponsible for it, having originated the'
plan and assembled the collection. Tt
was surprising to lind what wide territorycould be covered in so small aj
space, and most interesting to observe:
in direct conjunction the work of car-J
lirr days with that of the present time.;
The general impression prevails that!

in the hurry and bustle of current
times very little handwork is done
which is worthy of consideration and
that the machine-made product has
completely taken the place of that
once made by hand. But in this exhi-i
bition were to be seen beautiful handwroughtthings fully comparable with
the best that have ever been wrought
in this land. Mr. Stone's hand-wrought
silver compared admirably with that!
wrought by Paul Revere, which was1
loaned by Mrs. Edward Cohen. There
were old blue and white bedspreads
and new blue and white bedspreads
equally good in pattern and no less
well woven.
With books of early centuries showingfine bindings and also wonderful

illuminations were displayed books
bound and Illuminated today not one
whit less exquisite or skillful. Miss
Marian Lane's bindings are invariably
fine, beautifully tooled, excellent in designand execution. From the Herter
looms in New York came tapestries
and other hangings, both old and new,
the prototype and the fresh product.
there was no choice, one being as fine
as the other ir» texture and equally;
lovely In color and pattern. ]
Neighborhood House contributed some

of its dyed fabrics, shoving almost undreamed-ofexquisite color notes. Miss
Lydia Bush-Brown exhibited some fine
examples of stenciling combined with
embroidery original designs most
skilfully wrought. Remarkable in the
way of needlework was a chair scat!
done in close cross stitch on fine can-!
vas by Mrs. C. E. Swift, a work rival-
ing in character the finest tapestry of
other days. There was a most interest-1
ing example of worsted work, flowers'
embroidered on canvas, which was
wrought perhaps as much as one liun-I
dred years ago, and another very similarclone during the present year.
There was, moreover, a remarkable
patchwork quilt done in the time of
our grandmothers placed side by side
with one no less marvelous, but lately
finished, every stitch of which was put
in by hand.
Mrs. Charles W. Richardson loaned

sopte fascinating old luster ware, and
Miss Muhlhofer showed some interestingexperiments in luster decoration!
done today. Clarence Dean loaned in
teresting examples of pewter, an old
Italian chair, tapestry and leather

HERE AND THERE. |j
Godwin.

"It won't stay shut if I should," said
Abbie.
The conductor attempted to shut it,

but he failed.
"Will you lend me your screwdriverso I can fix it when you leave?"

asked the conductor in a sort of "mere
man" voice.

"Indeed, I am not a carpenter," returnedAbbie. "I do not carry tools
with me."
"But you must have had one to unscrewthem screws," insisted the man.
"Oh, no, I didn't."
The man thereupon asked to be let

into the secret, but Abbie said he ought j
to know the combination to his car as

well as she did, and refused to talk,'
about it any longer. Meantime the
conductor was in a frantic state, as he
had never supposed a young woman of
fauhiAn fftnl/l lintiOPOM- ;i U'I'll fMStfllPll

«ar window without burglars' tools.
The passengers thought it a great entertainment.

Eventually Abbie got off the car,
flinging over her shoulder a last negativeanswer to the conductor's pleadingsto be let Into the secret of the
open window, and the car sailed on to
tho car barn.

Just before it reached there a jolly
fat person rolled off the car. As he

' / ' ' '

The conductor attempted to shut it, but
he failed.

stepped to the street he chuckled at
the conductor:

..o ..1^1ih..«

window with a tcn-cent piece. Never
saw one used for a screw driver be-
fore. Unscrewed it like a machinist.*'

» r ^ 1:
On the basement, floor of the Capitol,

directly beneath the dome, is a white
marble star which no one can fail to
notice in walking through that portionof the building. One day last week
a party of sightseers who had external
evidences of having arrived recently
from n. rural community were being
guided through the Capitol by nn employeof the building. As they reached
the star, their guide said in a voice
of finality:

"This star marks the exact center
of the world. Tt is just as fur around
the world in one direction as it is in
Ianother, if you start from this point.
No matter in w hich direction you start

r

n/m
receptive and adaptive attitude toward
the manifold innovations of modern
times. This American edition of the
volume is put out under the auspices
of the Jafljan Society of America, as
it is introduced and commended also
by the president of this society, Mr.
Lindsay Russell. The common trend
of these discussions, the distinction of
their authorship, the considered qualityof their opinions and conclusions and
the scope of the information contained
in them make this message of friendshipfrom Japan to America one that
is calculated to command both attentionand respect.

j MORE THAN CONQUERORS. By
Ariadne Gilbert. Illustrated. New
York: The Century Company.

Written primarily for St. Nicholas,
these stories of famous men are addressedspecifically to boys and girls.
Men and women, too, however, will find
in them an abundance of fresh informationand a new spur to courage. As
a point of view from which to considerthese characters, this writer has
chosen the various forms of handicap
out of which they wrested a lasting
triumph. Lincoln, naturally, comes first
to mind here, rising from deep poverty
and ignorance to the summit of enduringfame. And beside Lincoln' here is
Scott, turned to writing immortal
stories because the clear genius or i?yronmade plain to him his own poetic
shortcomings. And Thackeray, incomparablenovelist of his time, by reason

NOTES
work. Mrs. Alexander Graham Bell and
Mrs. David Fairchild contributed jewelryof attractive design, both old and
new. There were laces made more than
a hundred years ago and laces made
quite lately, as well as embroideries,
wood carvings and other kinds of hand
work. Between two old Japanese prints
was hung one of the wood block prints
made by Miss Helen Hyde, which in
tone and in quality held its place to advantage.
All of these charming liandwrought

things, possessing intrinsic beauty and
showing artistic as well as skillful execution,seemed peculiarly in place in
the old Octagon parlor.a room so
well proportioned and designed, with
fine moldings and a mantel which was

designed and executed over one hun[dred years ago and is to be reckoned
as a work of artistic craftsmanship of
high order. Such an exhibition as this
is a real revelation, and it would oe

well if there could be more of a like
order.

*
v

THE Washington Society of the Fine
Arts held its tenth annual meeting-in the auditorium of the National

Museum Wednesday evening, at which
time Prof. A. D. F. Hamlin of Columbia
University, New York, delivered an illustratedaddress on "The Architecture
of Today." As Prof. Hamlin is both an
architect and a teacher, a professional
man and a thinker, one who is brought
in constant contact with the foremost
men in his profession and is fully conversantwith progress made both here
and abroad, his observations and deductionsare especially significant. In
part he said:
"The first and most obvious phenomenonthat greets our view is the extraordinaryconfusion in architectural

[Styles. Our streets suggest the grand
inarch of a. masquerade ball with eosItumes of ail ages and lands. This is in
strong contrast to the singleness of
style in all lands down to the nineteenth
century. But the laws that govern style
in art have not ceased to operate; the
change is due to a changed environment,in which the same laws produce
changed results. By the development
of steam power and mechanical manufacture,artistic artisanship was crushedout. the artisan artist displaced by
the mill hand, and the design of all detailsof architecture forced back upon
Vi*»

"Add to this the contract system,
which compels the architect, in the
scanty time allowed him between the
preliminary sketches and the signing
of the building contract, to complete
the entire design down to the smallest

off, it would take you just as long as
any other direction if you circumnavigatedthe globe in a straight course
at an even rate of speed."
The sightseers looked at the star.

Then they moved off a bit and looked

/' /i-wirn TK;j
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The Blghtseers looked at the atar.

at it. Then they moved up and stood
on it, one at a time, each one, no doubt,
experien *ing a wonderful thrill. Then
they moved on, marveling that the
United States government should have
captured the center of the earth and
impaled it beneath the bronze statue
of freedom 360 feet aloft.

"Kriegspiel."
From the Scientific American.
Within the walls of the War College,

in the city of Washington, are great
libraries of military history and textbooksof war; steel cases, jealously
guarded, containing the published
maps of all the lands of the earth,
pamphlet after pamphlet of informationregarding the terrain and resourcesof the different countries, garneredno one knows exactly how, and
a high ceilinged room which contains,
among other simple furnishings, a
huge, soft pine table.
The yellow surface of the table top

is seldom seen, for there is usually a
map upon it a map whose limits reach
to the very edges, pricked here and
there by little pins with vari-eolored
heads; and also, there is usually a

group of quiet, intent gentlemen, offerersof the army, leaning over the map,
moving the pins here and there or
shifting wooden or leaden blocks from
place to place.

It is in this room that the war game
reached its climax, at least in the
United States; for the officers studying
the map so intently are members of the
general staff, and they are not playing.
"Kriegspiel" comes to us from Germany.In the time of Frederick the

Great the game took on its first semblanceof application to the study of
the art of war, an outgrowth of the
game of chess, the earliest was game.
It was first taken up as a diversion,
and although in a crude form, it
achieved considerable attention. It is
used now in the instruction of every
army of the world.

11

Friendly adviser.My boy, laasy men's
names are not written on the sands of
time.
Languid youtli.-Oh, I don't know

Look at Kip Van Winkle.Puck.

gratur
of missing art. And Stevenson fight- :
ingr a sick body and writing gloriously t
meanwhile- And then there are Lamb t
and Emerson and Agassis, Irving and i
Beethoven, and many another in this l
band of heroic and famous men, who, j
diverted from their first choice in life,
filled the second place to the benefit i
and delight of the whole world. These
stories overflow with the glowing and
enthusiasm of youth. They are warm,
fresh and entertaining. Above all of
these qualities of excellence, however,
is the courage that animates them and
passes on to the reader himself.

THE FALL OP THE D1FTCH REPUBLIC,By Hendrik Willem Van Loon.
Illustrated. Boston: Houghton Mifflii*Company.

This is a spirited and graphic accountof the old Dutch republic during
the "dry sands of the eighteenth ceuItury/*The author throws into high
light nerc only tne enter events tying
between the time of William of Orange J
.stadholder of the republic and King ]
William III of England.and that of t

the foundation of the modern kingdom ;

of the Netherlands. Through a study ]
of the political, economic and social
conditions of this period in the exist- i
ence of the republic, the book sums 10 i
a review of the causes of its overthrow. ]
The purpose of the work is to furnish «

information to the general reader on a <

comparatively obscure and neglected <

chapter in the affairs of this country. ]
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details, and one comes to realize the
burden placed upon the designer and
the haste in which lie must produce.
The dominant commercialism of the age j
is another inevitable factor in shaping
the architecture of the time, restricting
the freedom of the artist and subordi-
nating the higher artistic claims to ;

considerations of dollars and cents. <

And to this must be added the intense j

individualism of modern design, an individualismoriginating in the renaissance,but heightened and intensified j{
in our day. The restraining hand of
tradition no longer weighs on the
shoulders of the designer. . i

"Now, while in former ages the archi- t

tect knew and worked in the one style
of his own time and land, or at most .

mixed some newly imported fashion
with his own, in our time the architect #

has all the styles spread before him.
Archeology, photography, printing and 1

travel have broken down the barriers *

alike of time and place and made us the x

lieirs of the ages, and put into our *

hands all the forma and styles of all 1

the lands and the periods. J
"This is a part of our present eondi- J

tion; we cannot ignore it, and should *

not if we could. The parade of the j
styles on our streets is the natural ex- n

pression of this phase of our clviliza- ,

tion. But underlying all this diversity *

the critic of the future may perhaps r

discern underlying unities which mark j
all these variously dressed edifices as

clearly American, and of our own time; {
and he will then define the style of our ,

land by these unities." j
Prof. Hamlin spoke encouragingly of t

the present outlook in architecture, and
showed many interesting illustrations
of really notable buildings arected in
the United States within the past twen- 1
tv years.

J

* 1
* * <

A CABLEGRAM received from the :
American Academy in Home this

week reported all safe and no damage 1

done by the earthquake which wrecked <

so many of the Italian cities in the ;
vicinity of Rome. Owing to the un-

'

settled state of Europe, it was thought *

new scholarship holders, who were to
have started their courses at the acad- 1

emy last fall. But beyond this there
lias been far no interruption in the twork at the academy, and now is announced,as usual, the annual competitionfor the prizes of Rome in architecture,sculpture, pafnting and landscapearchitecture, each of the value
of 51,000 for three years. These competitionsare open to all unmarried men,
citizens of the United States, who comTHE

EVENING STORY, j1]
RAG CARPET.

(Cbpyrlgbt, 1915, by W. Werner.)

Marjorie Gale gathered up broom,
dustpan and duster and stood back to
view the result of her morning's work.
The room was spotless. Yet with all
her careful endeavor to get the best
out of everything, it was distressingly
shabby. More than that, it was poor

| and plain. The girl felt drearily that
the dullest glance must perceive the
broken window pane, the patched wall
paper, the badly# mended choir and the
faded strands of the rag carpet. But
it was the rag carpet that troubled
her most.
Since she had been old enough to

realize the shortcomings of their best
room she had hated that rag carpet.
Other rooms had the same covering, a
but somehow it seemed different in a I
dining or bed room. In that large ana
exuberant (household clothes always
were worn out at a. tremendous rate.
When garments could no longer be
patched or made over or converted intoanything else that was useful they
were cut up Into carpet rags. It seemerto Marjorie that she had lived all
her life in an atmosphere of carpet
rags. As soon as she was big enough
to know the right end from tne wrong
end of a needle she had been taught
to sew them. Her mother spent whole
evenings cutting bits of cloth into ribbons.A bright rag' was hailed as a

treasure. How many times Marjorie
had heard, 4,I shall be almost glad
when this or that wears out. It will
make a good stripe for my new carpet."Once when there had been talk
of a new carpet for the parlor Marjorie
had said, eagerly. "Oh, let's have ingrain.''Her mother had looked at
her in astonishment. "dtore carpet.
Well, I guess not, with all these ra£s
waiting to be woven up."
It was not that the Gales were so

desperately poor. They had a fertile
farm close to town, plenty of stock
and fairly good buildings. There alwayswas enough to eat and
enough to wear of its Kind ana
sometimes money for the holidays.
The older children had gone to high
school and the younger ones would go
when they were ready. But when It
came to spending money tor mere
beauty's sake both of the older Gales
closed the family purse resolutely.
They themselves had been reared on

t

rag carpet and it was good enough
for their children. As for the rest of
the things, they were plenty good
enough to accompany the rag carpet. .

So Marjorte always had feit that the t
rag carpets of her home were to blame
for everything else that was ugly and
unnecessary in it. She had had dreams
of earning money for a real body brassels,or at least a delicate ingrain. That c

dream, however, faded when she learn- y

ed that om the eldest daughter she 8

must remain at home and help her 8

mother look after the household. For «

her mother's strength was failing of 1
late and she left many thing9 to Mar- 8

jorie which she once would have si- f
lowed no hands except her own to 1
touch. <
For a long time Marjorie had been c

'e an

klr. Van Loon writes with knowledge,
;o which is added a vigorous and comnunicablomanner. It is an enjoyable
»tory. as it is also an important popuaraddition to the history of the Dutch
epublic.
ilCHT TO THE BLIMDi A Story. By

Lucy Furman, author of "Mothering
on Perilous." New York: The Mac*
millan Company.

Now and then Miss Furman draws a

tory out from her well known settlenentschool work in the Kentucky
nountains. These stories are calcuatedto point out. in this way of perjonalapproach and appeat, some of the
:hings that the school is doing for the
iloof and remote mountaineers of this
locality. One remembers vividly the
picture made by "Mothering on Perilous"of the new life opened to the
nountain folks through the activities
pf the settlement school. In the little
Jtory at hand, the blindness of "Aunt
Oalmanutha" and its cure serve to
show one of the lines of education that
i,re being carried forward in this region,
ft portrays also, in an appreciative and
picturesque manner, ..the mountain
people themselves in their belated and
primitive modes of life, foreword by
Sliss Tarbell and an afterword by t..c
author expand the meaning of this
story and blend it with the large moliveand design of the work of this
Kentucky mountain settlement.

nt v a » -v i in >01 rz

mmm
ply with the regulations of the academy.Entries will be received until
March 1, and detailed circulars giving
full information can be secured by applyingat the office of the academy in
the Octagon, or by writing to the secretary,C. Grant La Farge, 101 Park
avenue, New York. The date of the
jompetition is fixed after the receipt of
ipplications.

*
* *

rHE American Federation of Arts
received recently from one of its

nembers, C. Arnold Slade, an Ameri:anartist residing in France, an interstingaccount o? the scattering of an

Lrtists* colony.
"When the war broke out," he writes,
there were at Etaple about sixty
American, English and French paintirs.Some of the English and all of
he French are now In the army. The
Vmericans bent all their effort toward
lelping in any way they could, some
serving for several weeks at the can:eenwhich was set up by the French
>eople to feed the passing troops. Some
i,500 wounded are being cared for close
>y and the town is full of refugees.
kVilhin the last month most of the
Lrtists have left. Just at present My

onBarlow and myself alone remain.
Die vacant studios are now used by
.he refugees, and also some of the
irtists' homes. My own studio is be*
ng turned into a soup kitchen for the
tery poor. Naturally, but little paint*
ng has been done under such conditions."

.**
DURING the first two weeks in Februarythere will be at the Veerloffgallery an exhibition of recent
etchings by D. C. yturges of Boston.
VIr. Sturges was born in Boston In
1874 and has for the last six years
been giving his attention chiefly to
itching. The collection which will be
ihown here has since the 1st of Januirybeen displayed in Boston and New
fork, attracting in both places favoriblecomment.

*
a »

THE Walters Gallery, Baltimore, is
again open to the public, under

the usual conditions, Wednesdays and
Saturdays, from II to 4 o'clock. This
gallery has during the past eight
months undergone a complete overhauling,and its overcrowded galleries
3f recent acquisitions have been greatythinned out and entirely rearranged,
rhis refers merely to the acquisitions

promised a vacation; and <hat fall
ifter the work was out of the way she
liad been allowed to pay a visit to
ler father's city cousin. That was a
wonderful experience for the country
girl. Cousin Uou lived In a fashionable
iv-av Hpp himhand drew a larare sal-
try, and us they had no children they
lived up to it as they went along:. They
kept a. maid, always bad cut flowers
ibout and attended the theater and
jpera. Before Cousin Louise had
larcd to show Marjorie to her friends
die had bought for the girl some pret:y,stylish clothing. Then she was sufficientlysatisfied with the glowing
young creature to introduce her 10
ter circle. Among them was a young
friend of her husband, an architect, am.
dtious, promising and almost briliant.At parting he said "I am comngto see you in your own home.'' And
rtarjorie felt a thrill of joy. She told
Cousin Louise. "I suppose you Know
vlmt that means," Cousin Louise said.
'My dear, you have won a prize. You
an never do better than to marry
'aul Lindcll."
ir was a happy Marjorie who came
ionic to the old farm. But she was
10 sooner there than her happiness
led. iShe was troubled with uoubts and
ears. She reaJized, poor child, that it
vas one thing to b«i seen in Cousin
.xmise's rose-colored drawing room
luite another to be seen amid the ugly,
ind worn-out surroundings of her own
lome.
"He imagines, perhaps, that we live

fM COMING TO SEE TOL" IN l'OL'K
OWN HOME.'

1
ike Cousin Louise," she thought. "I
ried to tell liim, but 1 hadn't the
:ouragc to tell .him just as it was."
And now he whs indeed coming that
rery afternoon. All things seemed to I
onspire against Marjoric. Her mother
vas suffering from an attack of liver;
l storm had come 011 and the roof had
iprung a leak. The girl struggled 1
>ravely against her own despair. She t
cnew tho outcome. A thousand times c
ih© told herself that she had no busi- t
less to let him come. She might better l
»ave bidden farewell to him forever at f
toustn Louise's and left him his illu- t
lion. Now that illusion would be dis- t

irteJI
in aa^Ti. irJir
i srrr PHorm.HAPBY. Bv Frank Mor- I

rls Steadnian, author of "Homo Por-
traiture," etc. Illustrated. New
York: D. Van Nostrand Company.

Mr. Steadm&n has been working1 for j
a. number of years In the development
of a system of scientific photography
which will eliminate the error of personaljudgment, without diminishing
the artistic quality. He has presented
In this work a treatise of definitely j
practical nature which offers suggestionsto both the professional and tho
amateur photographer that should improvetho quality of workmanship and
lessen 10 risk of failure. Mr. Steadman'sthesis is that photography is a

working of natural laws, that light is

regulated by conditions and that upon
the volumo and quality of light dependssuccess, not mere "picture taking"but correct results. His chapters
in this work are technical, but under-
standable, so that his suggestions are
all of value to the reader who seeks to
put them to test and into practice. Severalartistic photographs are used to j
illustrate the method of light testing
which the author advocates, and the |
volume contains many useful diree- i
tions for the development of plates and
the making of prints. It is a work that
every amateur photographer snould
read and from which much benefit is
certain to be derived.

ITS .* I1,
made by the present owner, and not
to the pictures assembled by his father.
It will undoubtedly be a great improvementand lend much to the charm
and pleasure of these interesting and
unique galleries. Certainly all Washingtonians who have it in their power
should avail themselves of the privilege
of visiting the Walters gallery during
the four months.January, February,
March and April.when it is open.

*
* *

A SMALL bronze by May Howard
Jackson of this city is now to be

seen at one of the local jewelers'. It is
a tiny statuette of a negro baby and
takes the form of an ash tray or some
such receptacle, the baby sitting in as
well as on the rim of a shell. It is
nicely modeled and a pleasing as well
as entirely sculpturesque conceit.

*
* *

MONDAY everting, January 25, the
William H. Riggs collection of

armor will be placed formally on exhibitionin the Metropolitan Museum,
New York, the opening being signalizedby a reception. This is a very remarkablecollection, and one in w hich
Washingtonlans will naturally feel a
special interest.

- i
EAnbi in feoruary the Museum of

Fine Arte, Boston, will open a
new wing-, just completed, In which
will be located a splendid new series
of picture galleries. This will give the
Boston museum better facilities for
showing paintings than it has had before,and also more space for the expansionof its collections.

*
* *

GAKI MELCHEKi*, the distinguished
American artist, was in Washingtonthis week on his way to Savannah.

Mr. Meichers has recently returned
from abroad, having painted all this
fall and early winter quite uninterruptedlyin his studio in Weimar. He
was. It will be remembered, representedby three notable paintings in the
exhibition in the Corcoran Gallery, and
in the Panama-Pacific exposition he is
to have an entire gallery for the dis-
play of his works. Mr. Meichers is a
resident of Detroit, but he is closely
connected in an advisory capacity with
the Telfair Academy and Museum of
Fine Arts in Savannah.

LEILA MECHLIN.

pelled and lie would see her apart from
all beautifying efforts, as she was.
Moreover, h© would not like her people
.she was sure of it.and when lie saw
that rag carpet . With eyes blindedwith tears she went to work in
the kitchen.
There was little more to be done,

and yet she kept feverishly busy. |,
Alter dinner her father went to town
In the old buggy with the storm cur- ,
tains up, to meet the guest. The roof
was leaking worse than ever. A dark
spot of moisture was beginning to
show on the dining room carpet. Mar- $jorie had to put down a pan. £he tilled
the old stoves with wood and went '

upstairs to dress. She had laid out
the pink wool frock which she had J1
worn so often and so happily at Cousin
h/ouise's, but when she thought of the 3
leaky spot and the rag carpet and the
old stove, she felt that it would only
make her appear ridiculous. With
that thought fresh tears came. And
she had already cried so much. j."I shall look a fright." she sobbed,
and felt ready to die with misery, i
Then heroically she bathed her face, ,
smoothed her hair and went to the
closet to select a dress. Her hand *

strayed over the meager array of suit-
able garments, then quickly stopped '

upon a lavender gingham. 1"It goes with the rag carpet," she
thought, bitterly. t
An hour later she saw him getting

out of the buggy and hastening through <
the rain to her, as she waited for him ^
at the front door. How wonderful he k

looked! She tried to make him feel ^
that she was glad, but her heart was

telling her that it was all a mistake, i
that only sorrow could coine to her j,
now. i
Whatever he felt lie showed only >,

warm appreciation of the hospitality
offered him. And he had the true gen- l
tleman's way of appearing to sec noth-
Ing, neither the worn places on the

'

best forks nor the pan under the leak,
i'et Marjorie knew that nothing es- n
.aped him, and her heart grew heavier a

cacli moment. |
It was during the evening that she

found herself alone with him in the
parlor. A silence came upon them,
Fie had leaned forward with his hands F
loosely locked between his knees,
studying the carpet. Marjorie viewed fhim In agony, trying to get at his
thought. Suddenly he leaned over and 1
drew his hand almost caressingly 1
icross the carpet. Then he looked up f
it her quickly with a smile and half- «

ishamed flush. .

'Tni afraid I lost myself just for a
i'1/imcnt "* llug id **T nrau h-jr>lr in 111 v C

boyhood home. That carpet recalled |j
it all. We bad just such a carpet on *

jur best room. My mother made it.
[ think.*' He got up and crossing the "

room set down beside Marjorie on the
>Id haircloth sofa. "My mother would
iiave liked you. She always said to a
Tie, 'Paul, be sure to marry a girl who jQ
:an wear a gingham dress gracefully.* "

a
And then all Marjorie's dreams came v

Lruc. i,,
(THE END.) v

9 i

Belated Thoughtfulness "

'rem tiie Aurora (Mo.> Adrertker.
A man in New York wrote the Ad- ^
rertiser asking if Aurora was a good r
>luce to live in. We told him yes, but
hat it was a whole lot better place to
lie in. as the cemetery was the most S
>eautiful spot in the whole town,
^unny how wo kill people off with tl
ilth and then work our daylights out v

rylng to keep the cockle burn off n
heir graves. I

*
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BOOKS RECEIVED.
rMR !»«M%I. n»MMO\WlJAMIl! %

I'lan for \rMr\1nx lodwMHol llrmofricy.Hv Heronrd A Tiosonblnti.
New York: Lincoln rubli»<lir.i£ <-"ornoration.

5TORIKS FOR ( AIOIKM ll \. l;v SalvadorCalderon H Translated from
the Spanish by Alo>sius «* C.Uian.
member of the New Y'ork l>:i

THR TRI Til \HOl T Till ; I'll \ %K
CASK. < Reprinted in part fimn Vol
Iter's Weekly.) Hy v. r Vonnollv of
Collier# Weekly. NVw ) >>i k \ailRallousCompany.

MAKERS OF \Y||:i«|< A: Franklin.
Washington, JcflVmoo. I.lncnln. Fv
F.mina Julian t>ana. Model s.-hool.
Hunter Collfnv N« w Vnrk imimgrajitPublication Soctet\

MY HKART'S RH.IIT THFHI.. I
Florence, TJar< lay. huIIkt «.*, "The
Rosary," etc. New York. «; P. !*t:t.nam'sSons.

OI K KNOWLKDki: or t IIKIM : \n
Historical Approach. Il\ l.ticins
Hopkins Miller, nssistatit pri»t'«<>t
of biblical instruction in I'rtr «.

I'nive.rsity. N« w York. II. nr; Holt
& Co.

KROSt The brtrl»|imrnl of the
Relation Through the Age*. P.- Html
Ruoka. Translated. with introduetion.by l£llie Sohlcussnor New
York: O. P. Putnam's Sons.

CHRISTIANITY AS MY STIC Al. FA< T:
and. The Mysteries of Antlquit«. Ry
I>r. Rudolf Steiner, author !' w
tics of the Renaissance."' cP Tl "«i
edition, revised pud .nlargcd I, toedliv II. Collisou. The ant i"u «l
English trauslHtion N<\\ Yo. t. <;
1*. Putnam'sSun.SOWKHTSOF \ IMIIMK Ml I
Bv Arthur l>a\i.on Fi'-ke. New
York: Mitchell Keunerl-w

an open letter to Till: \ \TIO\
with Hk<.\iti) to \
fla a. By Jjiik-s Howard Keblcr.
New York: Mitchell Kennerley.

the promise of life. ltv Howard
Sutherland, author of "Idylls- of
Greece." et«\ Chicago: Band, M>

Nally& Co.
wiiatkkiiiiam w wts. B> Edmund

von Much. Boston: Littb Brown «Vc
Co

THK HOISF Wi: I.I \ I: l\: treliiteet
and l>nnn(. la Ik* \ limit the llody
and the Klit'ht I :%e of It. By Willis:
Elliot Griftis, L. H. 1», author o.

"Brave Little Holland.' et«- YYork:Funk & Wannalls Compaii>.
SUCCESSFUL SELLING. By E. Lob liter.New York: Funk A: W'agnalls

Company.
GERMAINY AND ENGLAND. By .1. .V.

Cramb, M. A., late professor of modernhiptorv. Queen's ColleRc, Loudon.With preface to the American
edition by Moreby Acklom. N« w
York: E. P. Dutton & Co.

THE PUBLIC LIBRARY
GEORGETOWN ORCHESTRACOLLECTION.
A further installment is given b«dnw

of the orchestral scores contained m t »#

Georgetown Orchestra Collection, now
available at tlio Public Library.
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Mnlvaney's Original.
'rom tin- I'ail ail tiazeti

Mr. Kipling-, wiio.ue desrcnp; i«ii> f

he new armies at work m«' deligh
ngTso many reader-, on-a. told

Ymeriean interviewer mat t1 n.u>t

amous of his soldier In rocs is dead.
The last mental picture I i.ad of Mulanev*"he said, "was on the edge of

ut in India, where ho was dircCr
gang- of coolies. Tin-re is no do j»hathe was a bit seedy and down

leel. So I am sure that, if he has ?n»i

.1ready passed away, !. \\ ill. a

)lnah Shadd will bury him.
Mr. Kipling went on lo <;: plain '.bat *

liaracter is born in one'o thoug.
nd grows, utid is developed, and tab--s
n virtues and vice-, and become olw.
,nd then fades a.wa\. "And that tb«*
tay with Mulvane>: could'nt : v

iin: I could only ?,«1 vatiize him lie
could be a stuffed rigur« . with -trnw
or bowels arid glass balls lor ; « n
nd the people could see tho string*
pulled him with. No, he is gomrictimized

by the Changing Tuner
roru Tor''!..
"Nov. then, i'oumh Kiunui. b t *n>
ive you a bit of the breast.
"Tee please, I should like to
hat, for Isi my young days the> *1
'ays pave it to the grown-ups. ami
ow they keep it for the children, ho
'vp always missed it

»


